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A promontory, sharpening by degrees,
Ends in a wedge, and overlooks the seas ;
On either side, below, the water flows ;                 50

This airy walk the giant-lover chose;
Here on the midst he sate ; his flocks, unled,
Their shepherd followed, and securely fed.
A pine so burly, and of length so vast,
That sailing ships required it for a mast,               55

He wielded for a staff, his steps to guide ;
But laid it by, his whistle while he tried.
A hundred reeds, of a prodigious growth.
Scarce ma,de a pipe proportioned to his mouth;
Which when he gave it wind, the rocks around, 60
And watery plains, the dreadful hiss resound.
I heard the ruffian shepherd rudely blow,
Wher^/in a hollow cave, I sat below.
On Acis' bosom 1 my head reclined;
And still preserve the poem in my mind.              65

" O lovely Galatea, whiter far
Than falling snows, and rising lilies are;
More flowery than the meads, as crystal bright,
Erect as alders, and of equal height;
More wanton than a kid; more sleek thy skin,    70
Than orient shells, that on the shores are seen;
Than apples fairer, when the boughs they lade;
Pleasing, as winter suns, or summer shade;
More grateful to the sight than goodly plains,
And softer to the touch than down of swans,     75
Or curds new turned; and sweeter to the taste,
Than swelling grapes, that to the vintage haste;
More clear than  ice, or running streams, that

stray

Through garden plots, but ah! more swift than
they.

66 Yet, Galatea, harder to be broke                     so

Than bullocks, unreclaimed to bear the yoke,
And far more stubborn than the knotted oak;